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ing so. He left nothing undone in order to pay his court, at
bottom with meanness, but externally with dignity; and he
every year celebrated a sort of anniversary of his disgrace, by
extraordinary acts, of which ill-humour and solitude were
oftentimes absurdly the fruit. He himself spoke of it, and used
to say that he was not rational at the annual return of this
epoch, which was stronger than he. He thought he pleased
the King by this refinement of attention, without perceiving
he was laughed at.
By nature he was extraordinary in everything, and took
pleasure in affecting to be more so, even at home, and among
his valets. He counterfeited the deaf and the blind, the better
to see and hear, without exciting suspicion, and diverted him-
self by laughing at fools, even the most elevated, by holding
with them a language which had no sense. His manners were
measured, reserved, gentle, even, respectful; and from his low
and honeyed tone came piercing remarks, overwhelming by their
justice, their force, or their satire, composed of two or three
words, perhaps, and sometimes uttered with an air of naivet^,
or of distraction, as though he was not thinking of what he
said. Thus he was feared, without exception, by everybody,
find with many acquaintances he had few or no friends,,
although he merited them by his ardour in seeing everybody
as much as he could, and by his readiness in opening his purse.
He liked to gather together foreigners of any distinction, and
perfectly did the honours of the Court. But devouring ambi-
tion poisoned Ms life; yet he was a very good and useful
relative.
During the summer which followed the death of Louis XIV.
there was a review of the King's household troops, led by M.,
le Due d'Orldans, in the plain by the side of the Bois de
Boulogne. Passy, where M. de Lausun had a pretty house, is
on the other side. Madame de Lausun was there with com-
pany, and I slept there the evening before the review. Madame
de Poitiers, a young widow, and one of our relatives was there
too, and was dying with desire to see the review, like a
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